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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

The white-barked alder trees dropping big leaves 

Yellow and black, into the cold black water. 

Children, little cold boys, watched after us — 

The freezing wind flapped their clothes like windmill paddles. 

Down the flat frosty road we crowded the herd : 

High stepped the horses for us, proud riders in autumn. 

RUNNING VINES IN A FIELD 

Look up, you loose-haired women in the field, 
From work, and thoughtless picking at the ground. 
Cease for a little: pay me a little heed. 

It is early: the red leaves of the blackberry vines 
Are hoar with frosty dew, the ground's still wet, 
There is vapor over toward the summer fallow. 
And you three make a garden, being put by — 
Since you are too old for love you make a garden ? 

It is love with me, and not these dark red frosty leaves 

The vines of which you root for garden-space. 

You will be concerned, you three used up and set by : 

I could speak of the red vines, of pastures, of young trees; 

And you would dibble at love as you do the vine-roots. 

It is early, but before your backs be warmed, 
And before all this dew be cleared and shed, 
I shall be half among your hearts with speech : 
Love, and my sorrow, the disastrous passages, 
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So that you'll cease all gardening, dangle dark red 
Vines in your hands not knowing it, and whisper. 

They forget me for a little pride of old time. 



A FIELD BY THE RIVER 

I see a white river-bird, and I see the women 
Among the weeds, the light of their dresses between 
Quick willow leaves; and I see that there the wind 
Comes like a bird from the river, and blows their dresses. 
Today their pleasure's among willows and high cold weeds 
Where the flood bred pale snapdragons in the shade. 

I lie in the high grass by the spring at their door 
And hear them across the white stubble of their own field's 
Edge: along the willows in the sand where the reaper 
Has never been driven, they go. It was the flood margin. 
At the flood margin which they feared their pleasure is; 
Their white dresses fly where the water felt at the young 
grain. 

It seems they are silent, looking at the white bird. 
"Does it follow us here?" And one, looking to the sky: "No, 
There is nothing now till spring to be anxious for; 
They are through reaping, the grain is gone, and two seasons 
Are to come before spring comes: so enjoy the day." 
They come pleasantly through high weeds, old foam in the 
branches. 
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